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— 1 the 
Bravery of its Men and Beauty of ite 
Women, I could not refram from making 
ſane ſmall Eſa upon ſo copinus &. 
hobiful a Theme. 

| The Excellencies of Nature, and Em- 
belliſkments of Art, are pourtrayd in 
„ as ally renders 
ber tbe Glory and E all the neigh». 
Cn yy of merg 

1 ue acleonlades, fuch a Subject 
| dejerves the Pen of a Pope, a Pnor, 
A2 or 


To the REA DERS. 
er an Addiſon, rather than ſo mean a 
Pretender as my ſelf; and therefore I 
offer it not as a Thing well done, but as 
—— bave well done. 
I confeſs, 1 have made a bold Eſſay 
to traffick on the barren Coaſt of Parnaſſus | 
(without the Protecliam of ſome Great 
Man) but as the Engliſh have both Mit 
aud Candeur, I hope that whilſt they judge 
me with one Hand, <xth the other they 
will excuſe. | 
Ian 6s Grote a wo ofiv able hit £ 
as a polite or perſect Performance, bemg 
conſerous the Kile is too dull for the juſt. 
Rate Wits of the Tum: Yet if any of 
the Criticks are determmed to condenm it, 
my Failings in this Performance, ſpall be 
fo many Leſſons of — the 
ſulure. 


SOUTH 


F 


UTH BRITAIN: 


P O E M. 


een N Northern Climes, where Tides un- 
— Pole, 

A pecriefs Holm, by Situation fair, 

Fan's wich fecer Breeze, and rich fabebrient Air; 
Care of the Gods for general Bleſſing grac d, 
I in the beſt of temp'rate Climates plac d. 
Remote the North the Arctic Circle view, 
And at like Diſtance Soarbern Tropick ſhew, 
Temp'red between, in mod rate State the reigns, 

| On this fide Cold, on that fide Heat diſdains. 
The boiſt rous Winds which oft inſult her Shore, 
| had join with Mountain Waves indreadful Roar; 


Friendly 


al i 


Friendly to Trade, to Enemies ſevere, 
To thote give Hope, but to Invaders Fear. 

Her Rocks aal Sands the Strangers Skill defy, 
Conceal'd, and furk, Death lies in Ambuſcade, 
To ſeize the hardy Wretch that dares invade : 
Yet are they Out-works plac'd by Nature's Hand, 
To check the Ocean's Rage, and guard the Land. 
For leſt the Weight of Waters fink the Shore, 
The ſhining Coalt is fortified with Oar. 
Between the Scones metallick Wealth is ſeen, - 


Shoar, 


And where the Intervals demand Supply, 
munen 

T ofe w Spoils and foreign Rage 6d, 
| Ravag'd by barb rous and rapacious Hands, 
How have they prey'd on her delightful Strands: 
So Goths allured by the luxuriant Vine, 
From fuazed Banks of Oder, Elbe and Rhine, 


So Beauty guarded but by Innocence, 

That ruins her, which ſhould be her Defence. 

But now the injur d Ille eretts her Head, 

. ny Winds 
. ö 


An Earneit of the Riches that's within, c 
| The Lead, the Copper, and the Store of Tin. 
Strong Forts and Batt'ries grace the threat'ning 


And ſpread their Thunders with an awful Roar; 
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Rap'd the “ orld's s Miſtreſs, rifled all her Charms, | 
| And revell'd in the Spoils of C2far's Arms: 
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5 
To view her Plenty diſtant Penple come, 
And having taſted, feldom think of Home. 
Europe's Right-hand, Queen of the foaming Seas, 
And fam'd to ſway the Ballance when the ple>ſe ;, 
By Art's Aſſiſtance, and by Nature's Smiles, 
Solely the reigns as Empreſa o'er the Ifies: 
Tho wounded, yet not weakned by a Wrong, 
For through Diſaſters the becomes more ftrovg, 
 Spite of domeſtick Broils, and foreign Rage, 
She ſhews encreafing Beauty with encrea'ng Age: 
| So broken Bones when ſet become more ſound, 
| And Trees are made more fruitful by a Wound : 
Soft we fee by breathing of a Vein, 
The ſtagnate Humours circulate again. 
The grand Aſylum where the Nations fly 
In queſt of Bread, as well as Liberty; 5 
S ſtrong th? Attrattion of her pow'rful Charm, 
With Joy they throng to her extended Arms; 
Has d with th Adventure, take their fixed Reſt, 
n 
1 from the diſtant Verge of both Extreams, 
: | Twixt Greenland's frozen Face, and Aub 
Gleams : 3 ; 


_ 


Ika fineet Clime we moſt ſecurely lie, 

6 | Whilſt Samvides freeze, and ſooty Guineans fry. 
vlubrious Zephyrs calm the Univerſe, 

Or uſeful Storms do noxious Steams diſperſe. 

Thunders, the dread of Tyrants, ferve us here 

To ſeatter pois'nous Salts, and heal the Air: 

Thus dieß with temp'rate Heat, and needful Cold, 


Here 


(8) 
Behind the Curtain of a miſty Cod; 
To break the Blaſts from off the lower Land; 
Whilft from the Bowels of the leſſer Hills, 
In fine Meanders run the Silver Rills, 
Salute the verdant Banks on either Side. 
From Fountains numberleis they bleed their | 
Streams; | 0 
| Thoſe form the Royal Severn, theſe Imperial | 
Thames - 
Peopled with Nations of the watry Fry, +l 
Vaſt in their Numbers, and Variety; | 
In every River plenceouſly they glide, 
Saited for Pleaſure, Profic, and for Pride: 
Here ſcaly Squadrons too with finny Oars, 
Servile, yet uſeful, ply about the Shores, 
For us they live, and tis for us they die: 
So unconceiv d, their Bulk and num'rous Shoals, 
Like mighty Iflands in the Ocean rouls: 
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Nor do they viſit any other Strand, 
Maternal Nature, by an unſeen Hand, 

So guide the paſſive Throng, {> exactly ſtcer 
To the fame Ports in the moſt diftant Lear. 
Nature that knows us to abound with Poor, 


Thus freely brought the 8 


erer 
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Why had the got inſpir'd th' induſtrious Mind 
[ To graſp the Gife which the had thus defign'd : 
| Why let us our Advantage thus decline, 
Whilt others thrive in our neglefied Mine. 

View verdant Nature next, whoſe Pomp is ſeen 
Clothiog the verdant Meads with Ever-green; 

| The Soil enrich'd by the engendring Rills 
Flowing ſpontaneous from the fruitful Hills. 


Not Streams of Nile or Tempe, charming Plains, 
_ | So fam'd for beautcous Nymplis and am'rous 


Swains, 

| Can fo much Plcafure, fo much Treafure yield; 

| Can tſhew fuch weighty Crops as Britain's Field. 
Filfd with ſuch Plenty, ee 
| The farving Nations in Necelficy. 


| — —' 
Hither they come from their remote Abode, 
| And not their Afſes, bur their Ships they load: 
Not Ships alone, but mi Foo agar, 
Here as in one great Marker-houſe they meet, 
| nd hy italic hungy Millions oc cur Fea. | 


Without they're cover'd with the. bleating Fold, 
Whoſe Wool out- vies in Wealth Peruvias Gold, 
| | And by the artful Manufacturers Skill, 
| | Rival the Produft of the Throwfter's Mil. 


(10) 


Not Perſian Prince in his own Silk appears; 
But Eng/ifþ Broad- cloth Prince and People wears; 
So rich, ſo folid, fo ſurpriſing fine, 
The Co//wold Hills Bolognia's Plumes out ſhine. 
Rich in Balſamicks, next we caſt our Eye 
On the compleateſt Wealth of Pharmacy: 
Such Drugs, ſuch Simples, ev'ry where is found, 
Without a Surgeon we can cure a Wound. 

The Emp'ricks here employ fublimeſt Skil, 
And Doctors cure with caſe as Quacks can kill. 
Our Mead, if learned Botaniſts fay true, 
Extracted from a rich celeſtial Dew, | 
Was the fam'd Nectar, fo divine the Taſte, 
"E was fit to grace the high celeſtial Feaſt: 


RR TEES 


— Inſe as — Combs; 
Then with the moſt conſummate Skill contrire 


To fill the fine Apartments of the Hive; 
Thore all the aromatick Sweets combine, 

And form one Subſtance fine. 

This was the noble Liquor, which of old 
Inſpir'd the Britains, made them brave and bold; 
Fill'd Artbhur's Veins with Royal Cambrian Blood, 
Made -Yortiaer as terrible as good. = | 
By Mead immortal Togodumnus led 

| His daring Britains over Piles of Dead. 
Caric with-noble Yartipore, 
Coawallader, and half a hundred more 


| Heroes 


No Orgazin out- does the Clothier's Sheers, - 2 
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Heroes deſcended from the Brit; Breed, 
Who all perform'd ſome great heroick Deed, 
And all by Virtue of celeftial Mead. 

Nor are we empty of delicious Wines, 

Tho not the Product of Heſperian V ines : 

How have our Poets in exalted Scrains, 

| ExtoFd the Cider Wines of Weſtern Planes. 

Why flight we then a Liquor fo divine, 
And load our Spirits with corrupted Wine. 

| Next view the Woods, and mark the pleaſant 

Breeze 
Whiſp'ring ſoft Notes unto the anſw'ring Trees; 
| Thoſe ftately Piles which in ſuch Numbers fiand, 


* 


Ll 


| And form thoſe mighty Bulwarks of our Land. 


| Beneath thoſe verdant Shades the flutt'ring Trains 


| Chant their melodious Accents thro” the Plains; 


The pleaſing Notes charm the Muſicians Ear, 
Out- ſings his warbling Lute or wel-tun'd Lyre. 

* | In vain he all th' atlembling Nymphs invites: 

_ | Invain his Late to their beſt Voice unites: 

Nothing exalt the Gods at fo divine a Rate. 

The Bird difiaining to be vied by Art, 

Exerts ics utmeſt Skill from ev'ry Part, 

Wich panting Breaſt, and with extended Throat, 

It ſings ſo ſucetly wich exalted Note; 

The dull Muſician, baffled, back retites, 


Nil imitate na longer, but admires. 


Now the vaſt ſpacious Foreſt let us trace, 
And view the Hunters eager at their Chaſe ; 


1 Thoſe 


* 
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Chacing the flying Hart ore Hills and Plains, 


With the firong-winded Horn, and Hue and Cry, 


Swift as the Wind, they do not run, but fly. 
| Fences like Walls cannot impede their Race, 
But Neck or nothing they purſue the Chaſe, 
Till in the End a fatal Bullet flies, _ 
Which gives to them the Day and 
The Conqueſt ended, the vittorious Rout 
Make the whole Foreſt anſwer to the Shout. 
From Foreft come we over Field and Plain, 2 
This doch d with Flocks, and that with fw 


| Grain, 

The bleſt Reward of the induſtrious Swain. 
Here cheerful Peaſant with a Spade or Prong, 
Leſſens his Labour with a chearful Song. = 
There with a filing and a ſweating Brow, 
With artful Care he guides the needſul Plow. 
Here Woods and Copſes, Hills and Dales 


diſplay 
Their different Beauties each 2 different Way ; 
Yet all with ſuch ſurpaſſing Glory ſhine, | 
As ſhew the Workman to be all Divine. 
Flow'rs ſo diverſified in Kind and Hew, 
As Thornhill, Kent, or Cooper, never drew; 
Their ſpangled Beauties ſpread about the Space, 
And caſt a Luſtre on her verdant Face. 


Next let us enter rich imperial Thames, 
Center of twice ten thouſand beauteous Streams. 


From all and every fertile Plain bring don 


6 .. 


Thoſe mighty Nimrods with their nimble Trains 
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aA Tides of Wealth with Tides of Waters flow: 


(13) 
Great Magazine of Nature and of Art, 


The World's Exchange her univerſal Mart. 
Foreſts of Ships upon her Waters grow, 


Her numerous Fleets their annual Courſes keep, 
| Through all d amazing Terrors of the deep ; 
| Fearleſs o re all the liquid Mountains ride, 
And Gain encreaſe, as trading Seaſons guide. 
| The frozen Ocean yields her unſcen Sture, 
And Greenland vies with Africt's golden Oar. 
Our barren Coaſt of Terra Nova ſhines 
In Wealth, to Peruvian Mines. 
The Fiſh, che Furs, the Drugs, the Naval Stores, 
I 
Our Merchants Princes; for, by Ways unknown, 
They make the diftant Nation's Wealth their own. 
The Mariner, with an undaunted Heart, 
| Bridles the Seas by Navigations Art; 
Fearlels he plows his Way to every Shore: 
There threat ning Rocks his hardy Soul would 
| Yet chearfhl up the watry Hills they riſe, 
| As if they pointed to the azure Skies: Y 
Then with a doubling Force they downward come, 
As if they ſought the Bottom for a Tomb 
In the vaſt Cavities of Thetis Womb; 
Circled with Walls of Brine their Courſe they 


Trough dhe vaſt Mazes of the boundleſs Der. 
From 


( 14 ) 


From watry Dangers now we come to Land, 
And take a View of Thames's filver Strand. 
Here Art and Nature mutually unite, 
Feeding the Fancy with a freſh Delighe : 
See - how they ftrive each other to out-vie, 
This in the Beauty, that n Majeſty. 


Mark how the Royal Stream ſerenely glides, 
And ſtately Manſions ſtanding on its Sides. 


K 


On eicher Bank their growing Luſtre's ſeen 
Like ſparkling Jewels on a Ground of Green. 
There Knots of charming Villages we view, 
The fineſt Landskip Nature ever drew. 

Obſerve amidſt the Rivers filver Twine, | 
Wich what uncommon Lovelineſs they ſhine, c | 
Like curious Cluſters on a fruitful Vine; [ 
Yet as you paſs the pleaſant Scene you ſyy 
Surpriſing Beauties ſtill ſalute the Eye. 

In vain the Poets fing amuſing Tales 
Of fork'd Parnaſſus, and Theſſaliaz V ales ; 
The Fields, the Fountains, and delicious Groves, 
Rural Retreats for Solitude and Loves; 
Our Cambria® Mountains Idas Top out-vie, 
And Peadle Hill ſeems to falute the Sky. 
Ils by far their Helicos excells, 2 
As Cam's fair Streams ſurpaſs the T:/pian Wells. | 
Buxton and Bath make the Diſeaſed ſound, 
Whilſt Styx deſtroy, as faſt as Cyduus wound. 
Amsbry its Plenty in Perſection yields, | 
And Efbam's Vale is like the Elan Fields. | 
Pan ſhall no longer Pipe amidſt his Swains, | 
For Nui Downs cxcell th* Arcadian Plains. | 

Fair 


615 


Fair Jſeworth . with. Eden may compare, 
And Kenſington the golden Apples bare. _ 
[ Cannons by Nature, and conſummate Art, 
| Diſplays its Lovelineſs in ev'ry Part. | 
Chatſworth for Majeſty heyand compare, 
| And Burieigh-Houſe. . far Beauty and for Air. 
| Fordfteck. Britanis's Bounty doth evince. 
————— for a Prince. 


SECOND PART. 


— -——— we need not trace 
The Foot-fteps of its moſt renowned Race: 

No.or ſhall we cloud our Verſe with fab lous Tales 
Of Magee, Brutus, or the Root of Hales; 
Be ney ahe poker mandy martial Bruni, - 
Sprung from the Roman, Saxon, Norman Secd, 
Blended with Britains, how they all unite, 
And make the Engiiſh ſo renown'd in Fight : 
$o Gold with ſome Alloy's more uſeful made, 
Than when concealed in its oary Bed. 
So from the rude and ſormleſs Chaos came 
This World's harmonious 2 
From 


(16) 


From the old Britaint they their Courage draw; 
And like the Romans, keep the World in Awe. 


Like Saen hardy, and like Normas fierce, 
And ſpread their Fame around the Univerſe : 


And for good Nature here themſelves they pride, 


A Word not known by all the World beſide. 
From Prince and Peer, to Peafant at the Plow, 
A manly Mien's imprinted on their Brow. 
The Holy Father view'd an Exgli6 Face, 

1 from ſome Angelick Race, 
great Exgenizs fo renown'd in Fight, | 
—_—— Pleaſure faw the much amazing Sight : 
They're Heroes born, contemn ignoble Prize, ) 
Lit th eare Eg frm wo fe Flies, 6 


And venture all for Liberty and Law. 
They ſcorn to cough like [ſachar's low Breed, 
Dian to let a Tyrant on them tread; 

And when they are oppreſs d in cruel Reigns, 
With firong Reluſtance they reſiſt the Chains, 
Will in the Face of their Oppreſſors fly, 
Rather than loſe their deareſt Liberty: 
Not all the Terrors of the dreadful Field 
Can make their flaming Courage ever yield; 
But as the Danger grows, their Spirits riſe, 
And all the Thunder of «dhe War deſpiſe; 
Thro? cruel Carnage they will hew their Way, 
And hug the Horrors of the bloody Day : 
To Musket Muzzels boldly on they'll run, 
And by repeated Vollies cloud the Sun, = 
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For Common Good their darling Steel they H draw, 


BY by dy of oo) ene 
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The only Fault they're charged with in Wat, 
Their Courage ſometimes puſh them on too far; 


| | They joy to ſee contending Weapons claſh, 


Reflecting Splendour like a Light ning Flaſh; 
They triumph in the icy Arms of Death. 
France oft hath felt the Fury of their Hands, 
When Engliſh Banners triumph'd in her Lands. 
Cee, Puiftiers, and Agincourt, can tell 

| How Legions of their braveſt Soldiers fell; 
| How daring Britozs ſhew'd their ancient Fame, 
And ſcatter d Terrors whereloc'er they came: 
Unmor'd like Walls of ſhining Braſs they flood, 
And drench'd their Weapons in the fanguine 
Flood. 


| Hardy and hungry, truly brave and bold; 
Of Nature's Bounty have but flender Share, 
A barrea Country, and inclement Air, 

| Doom'd in this Diftrift of their dull Abode, 
Toſtarve at home, or to be kilfd abroad. 
| From Ice and Snow, they flee to martial Flames, 
And by their Swords immortaline their Names; 
Loaden with Laurels, and adorn'd with Scars, 
They range about to find the Seat of Mars, 
Wonted to Viœry in the bloody Field ; 

Yet theſe to Exgiih are inur d to yield. 
Dunbar in angry Accent can proclaini 


How the brave Exgli6 purchas'd cndlefs Fame: 
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In loudeſt Peals of Thunder there they ſpoke, | 
And warm'd the Northera Region with their 
Who like the Britons, fo exceeding brave, 
As could a finking Empire timely fave; 
The Ezgliſ there renew'd their ancient Fame, 
And ſhew'd the Path to Honour with their Flame. 
There Auſtria faw her mighty Foes ſubdu d, 
And gave uncommon Marks of Gratitude. 
In Belgia s Plains what Wonders there they wrought, 
Wich haughty Spain how Lyons like they fought; 
Their falſe Ally began to play the Knave, 
Yet own'd no Heroes ever fought fo brave, 
Aſtoniſhed to fee our Martial Play, | 
To Erxzliſþ Valour only ond the Glorious Day. | 
The brave Batatians in their Infancy, 
On Ezzliſ6 Valour chiefly did rely. 
That riſing People had not been fo great, | 
Had not the Exgliſs Valour fav'd their State, 1 
Had not our Yeres and Sidueys interpos d, 
And ſtem d the Torrent of their growing Foes. 
Proud Spain too well the Exgliſþ Courage know 
E'er ſince ſhe felt that dreadful wat'ry Blow. 
In vain the Dons projected vaſt Deſigns, = 
Is min they ri hi Car and ei Mie : 
To cloath the Sea with Rows of moving Pines ; ) 
The mighty ſpreading Bubble quickly broke 
Som as the Engiiſb brazen Cannon ſpoke. 
Next view the Exgliſe on the liquid Plain, 
And draw the Danger which they there ſuſtain ; 


(19) 

| Deſcribe their Fury, and heroick Rage, 

| Their bold Atchievements on the wat'ry Stage, 
When brave Batavia durſt to be fo free 

As rival us, the Rulers of the Sea. 

 Thro' forked Flames the Briziſh Cannon roar, 
Hurling Deftruftion from its horrid Bore: 

The furious Foe with wond'rous Vigour burn, 
And fluſh'd with Brandy, give a rude Return. 
The battered Deck is cloath'd with Brains and 
And crimſon Rills diſtain the rolling Flood: 

| Yet midſt the Horror, Slaughter, and the Blaze, 
The Eli Tars are giving loud Huzzas ; 

| Their Souls fo firm, they ſcorn to turn their Tail, 
But ſpite of Danger will the Foe affail, 

To Cannons Mouth undauntedly will run, 

And drown the "Thunder with the louder Gun. 
Thus glorious Greexvill, Terror unto Spain, 
That Nation's Force with Courage did ſuſtain ; 
Circled with Thunders, and conceal'd in Smoke, 
Tro Flames and Sulphur Lyon like he ſpoke : 
Full fiftcen Hours the hardy Hero ſtood, 

And ſtain d the bluthing Waves with Spaniſh Blood: 
| Trace the tremendous Scene, and thro' the whole, 
> | Nothing remain d unſhaken but his Soul; 

Nor could the vaſt Armada make him yield, 
| Till Life had left him in the watry Field. 
Here is the Courage of the Eg, who 

| Gan do, what none beſides themſelves can do: 
Theſe are the Men to whom the proudeſt Vail, 
And all the Nations in the World ſtrike Sail; 
C 2 _- who 


(21) 
Shall be purſued to treat of Government. 

| A legal Prince the Britiſh Throne doth fill, 

| Ruling by Law, and not by Royal Will; 

Not taking Title from a fancied Line, 

But by the People's Choice, his Right's Divine: 
The Monarch lead, the People kindly draw, 


Obſerving both their proper Bounds, the Law: 


All the Perogatives he does enjoy, 
Are to protect his People, not deftroy ; 

And whilſt his Actions with the Law daes ſquare, 
No earthly Monarch can with him compare: 
But if he act with ſinifter Intent, , 
Deſign, Deftruftion to the Government, 
The Exglif6 think it juſt to take up Arms, 

To free themſelves from all impending Harms; 
No paſſive Cant the Exgiifs will believe, 
A Notion ſpawn'd on purpoſe to deceive. 
Midwif'd in Pulpit by defigning Priefts, 
Who talk'd it moſt, and yet obſerv d it leaſt; 
Who, when their Monarch did but rouch their 


| Right, 
Againſt the Denen 


Ran counter to the Doctrine which they own'd, 

And were the Cauſes of a King dethron'd. 

And now with due Obſervance let us ſee 

The Splendour of our great Nobility ; 

Noble by Merit, rather than by Blood, 

Whe have encreaching Tyrants oft withſtood. 

From their bold Acts our Magna Charta came, 

Founded our Ciyil Rights, and fix their Fame. 
The 


(22) 


The lower Claſs do repreſent the Land, 


And Bulwarks for its Liberties they ſtand. 
When like Patriots boldrhey diſcharge their Truſt, 
A Tyrant's Projects moulder into Duſt. 


Such mighty Ads they've done, that Fame has 


hurFd 
The ſpreading Terror o'er the diftant World; 
And when a Period to their Power run, 

Unto the Fountain they're oblig'd to come. 
The State review'd, a little let us try, 

In Dockrine ſound, in Diſcipline ſevere, 
Whoſe high Pretence to Decency and Form, 
Have brought the very Goſpel into Scorn; 
Learned they are, but yet alas we fee, 
They mils our Souls, and ſtrike our Property; 
Tix fem wee ad cen Tak, 


They ſeem to act the old coercive Trade, 
Away with all Religion which commence 
A War with Scripture, Reaſon, or with Sence, 
Nothing more hurtful unto any State, 
Than when Ecclefiaſticks are too great. 
Hail Perſecution, thou infernal Spark, 
Bred in the horrid Regions of the Dark, 
Nouriſh'd-by Superſtition and falſe Zcal, 
The worſt of Plagues unto a Common-weal ; 
Rampant in Nome, and abſolute in Spain, 
Whole bloody Kalenders record thy Reign. 


WY 
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Thy fanguineRobesare lin d with Force or Fraud 
And firſt Rate Villains all thy Acts applaud, 
From Beaton, Bonner, down to little Land 
| Thou Maſs of Ils, that glories in thy Crimes, 
| Spreading thy Venom into frozen Climes ; 
And now thou Imp, avant, be doom'd to dwell 
Wichin thy native proper Center, Hell; 
| And may that Villain meet deſerved Pain, 
| Who dare attempt to bring thee here again. 
The Farmer next ſhall on the Stage appear, 
A perfect Worthy in his proper Sphere; 
In noble Occupation view his Stand, 
He feeds the Body, as he fills the Hand; 
| Yearly he fortifies the teeming Earth, 
| To make it bring to him a kindly Birth 
Repairs her rugged Face, and paints her new, 
Wich branching Glories of delightful Hew. 
| Indulgent Heav'n her Bleſſing often pours, 

Now by So/'s golden Beams, anon by ſilver Show'rs- 
By the ſtrong Hands of weather-beaten Swains, 
Turn barren Moors into the fruitful Plains. 
| His num'rous Progeny are itrong and brave, 
| Too wiſe for Fools, tao upright for the Rnave; 
True Lovers of the Laws and Liberty, 
| Who tor their dear Britannia dare to dic. 
| Theie were the Men did firft in Arms appear, 
| Refus'd the bold courageous Cavalier: 
| Thoſe who before diſdained once to fly, 
But on their Swords had pianted Vitiory, 
Langh'd at the Lhunder of the angry Guns ; 
let thele were vanquith'd by the Farmers Sons. 
Adam, 


__ 
Auum, fole Monarch of the Earth's vait Round, 
By God was order'd to improve the Ground: 
Noah the Patriach was efteem'd to be 
A Planter, and employ'd in Husbandry : 
S0 Fadab's Monarch, tho” ſo much renown'd, 
Oy manure the Ground. 
mighty Cromwell occupied his Farms 
Before he exerciſed his fteely Arnis. 
Great Shovel of heroic Memory, 
Firſt plow'd the Land, before he plow'd the See, 
And Rome who made the ftouteſt Nations bow, 
Elefted her Didators from the Plow. 
So Gordias, famous for his knotted Cord, 
Roſe from a Plowman to be Phry2ia's Lord. 
But ere we end, we'll not forzer the Swains, 
Seatter d amidſt the riſing Grounds and Plains; 
His Freedom's ſuch, his Monarch can't command 
A fingle Doit from his unwilling Hand ; 
He's luſty and laborious, truly brave, 
Inured to Servitude, yet not a Slave. x 
Hail! Induſtry, thon Friend unto our Land, 
Direftor of the ſtrong and active Hand; 
Nature's chief Handmaid, and her tender Nur, 
A Help to heal the Breaches of the Curie : 
Ranſfck the Bowels of the wealthy Hills, 
And ſearch the Sources of the ſilver Rills. 
By thee our Merchants diſtant Dangers run, 
Matching in Race the Chariot of the Sun: 
Nature's Phyſician, to preſerve our Health, 
Who always gives a Competence of Wealth. 


—_ * 
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Fram I.uxuty, and long Ebrieties. 1 

potent Preferver of the lowly Lands, 
Setting to Work ſuch Multitudes of Hands: 
Raifing fo many, and fach mighty Mounds, 
| As keep the Ocean in its proper Bounds. | 
By thy ſtrong Hand we make prodigious Drains, 
Convert che fruitful Meads to Fiquid Plains. 
| Change barren Heaths into a fruitiul Soil, 

| Hail, aftive Art, thou Friend unto our Iſle 


THIRD PART. 


CT EFORE we cloſe our Subjeſt, let us 
— Fame: ; 
Thoſe lovely I amps who whilome ſhone fo bright; 
Ant nom invellop'd wich the Shades of Night. 
| Theſe laid us fuch a Baſis, that ic ſtands 
The Dread, the Envy, of the neighb'ring L. ands. 
| Nought but Convulfions from within can make 
| 0 firm a Conſtitution cer to ſhake. 

A Galaxy of Worthies let us trace, 
80 thick they l make another milky Way, 
| Turning the azure Region inco Day. 
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Great 
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Great Richard in a worthy Place muſt fland , 
His bold Atchievements in the Ha Land, 
Have juſtly gain'd him an immortal Fame, 

And haughty Turks ftill tremble at his Name. 
Deſerv'dly next ſhall Royal Edward ſhine, 
Sprung from the great Planragener's brave Line; 
Scotland and Wales he quickly over run, 
And fpread his rifing Glory like the Sun ; 
Courageoully he kept the French in Awe, 
And lift ned to his Oracle, the Law. 

His Grandſon in a noble Place doth ſhine, 
His Brav'ry brightning his illuftrious Line: 
His Sword's a laſting Monument to tell, 
How by his Arm the Gallick Heroes fell; 


Two mighty Monarchs in dejected Plight, 
Paid humble Homage to his Throne ſo bright. 


Monmouth's brave Henry, of Lancafftrian Line, 


Like Star of greateſt Magnitude doth ſhine ; 


He ſcomm'd the Courtly Plays and Tennis Balls, 
And ſpread his Thunder o're Lutetia s Walls: 
Firſt taught the Britih Lyon how to Rore, 


As frighted Frazce, and all the neighb'ring © | 


And note a large, if not a worthy Place, 
For manly Hemp of majeitick Face; 
A Monarch ſurely merited Kenown, 
To tack the Popedom to the Britiſh Crown. 

Some noble Manſion's ordered in the Skies 
For princely Edward, beaucitul and wiſe : 
Ah! nad his Thread of Li. e but longer been, 
New Glorics joon had publih d who was King. 


Bous as David, and as Plato ſage. 


= 
| He with Jab juſtly might compare; 
Now both refide where bleſſed Angels are: 


| He was in Truth the Cherub of the Age, 


This muſt be granted to this Holy Youth, 
Whoſe Love was Virtue, and whoſe Creed was 
| Truth. 
Thus choiceſt Fruit fall from the trembling Tree, 
| Before they come to full Maturity. 
| We'll nat forget our noble martial Queen, 

| A brave Virago of heroick Mien ; 
Rome for a noble Seat for her above, 
| Enrapa's Wonder, and Britanma's Love: 


'| She rais d our Honour on the liquid Main, 


And timely check d the growing Force of Spain. 

Her Nations Good was her continual Care, 
And few for Learning might with her compare. 

| HKaileigh, deſcended from a noble Line, 

| Philoſopher, a Soldier, and Divine; 

| Hes Hiſtory will keep alive his Fame, 


And riſing Ages reverence his Name. 


| Cecil and Burleigh, Walfiagham the great, 
Were princely Pillars both in Church and State. 
| Now gently let us touch the Civil Wars, 
And draw our Heroes in the Field of Mars. 
View Hoſts of Britiſh Champions fiercely ftrive, 
Some for the Law, ſome for Prerogative : 
| Fathers by Sons, and Sons by Fathers die, 
And Friends at Friends uncommon Rage let fly, 
When Fury's rampant Reaſon firike the Sail, 
| And Trains of Miſchiefs follow wicked Zcal. 
D:2 Ah 
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| Ah! blinded Britains, what obnoxious Star 
Inclin'd you, fay, to that deſtrattive War? 
What bale'ul Influence caus'd that cruel Rage, 
That none but Bl»od of Enghſh could affivage ? 
Was there no kind Phyfician in the Ille, 
To heal the deep impoſthumated Bil? | 


Your lexing Weapons might have vanquiſh'd 
Ps. — OOTY 
Obſtructed Spain in her unjuſt Defigns ; | 
Yea, fix d your ſelves amidſt the Indian Mies; 
Curb d po rſul Auſtfria, made the French to fawn, | 
With half that Blood which you your ſelves have 
___ drawn: 
| Yet from this dreadfol Scene of Blood and Scars, 
Aroſe ſome great and very glorious Stars. 
_ eee 
y 
For Virtue ſhines, though on the ſinking Side; 
Forbear to ſtrain our Verſe with Party Spite, 
But give the vanquiſh'd Brave their proper Right. | 
Great Lindſey firft trod out the bloody Way, 
The Prologue to the fatal Tragick Day. 
Northampton, Liſſe, and Lacat, boldly fled 
Into the dark Receſſes of the Dead. 
Carnarvon, Cavendiſh, had Courage bright, 
Scorning to taint their Valour by a Flight. 
Immortal Falkland ſaw the dreadful State, 
Smiftly approaching our divided State, 


hd 
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He calmly met the icy King's Embrace. 
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To ſtem the coming Danger beavely ty, 


| Capel the great, the truly great, the brave, 


His Captive Monarch boldly firove to fave; 


His Prince's Glory, and the Conqu ros Dread, 
Who for his Virtue loſt his wiſer Head. 


The braver Brizons briefly let us draw, - | 


Who boldly fought for Liberty and Law, 


Whoſe daring Swords immortaliz'd their! 


Fairfax, the humble, hordy, bold, and brave, 


Too honeſt for Deſign, tos juſt for Knave. 


ierce S1apleton, bold Pick ring and Pride, 
Their Courage ofe in bloody Fields were try d. 


| Hamden and Hewſon, Hains and Heeviſon, 


With Lawbers, Ludlow, Otley, Overton, 

_— and Hreton, Roſſiter and Roe, 

——c_— 
when wounded, with Delight enpir d, 


| Smil'd when he faw the 
num'rous Foes 1 
From the deep Wound U 


Frighting the Heroes of the frozen 
Then having _— — 


Yet all this martial Train, although  brighe, 


Muſt vail to mighty Cromwell's greater Light. 


Mule, draw an Obje& both of Love and Hate, 


| Who heid the Reins of this difordered State; 


Cut out by Fate to wound, and then to heal, 


| To draw the Sword to fave the Common-weal. 


See 
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Applaud his Actions, tho' they curſe his Hand; 
Behold him ſheathe his Weapon, dart his Rays, 
And from Confuſion, give us peaceful Days; 
Enlarg'd Britannia s Bounds by Sea and Land, 
Whilſt Zarope trembled at his pow'rful Hand; 
And when at length his mighty Courſe was run, 
Nature was troubled at his Setting Sun. 
Dutt now Bellona ceaſe, and Mars retign, 
The martial Heroes too too faſt decline; 
Feu direct the Helm, in Triumph ride, 
With Luxury and L uſt on either Side. 
And Terror now is turn d to publick Scorn; 
Defeftion with its dusky Vizor reigns, 
From Prince and Nobles, down to Britiſh Swains- 

In worthy Place, view Temple truly great, 
The Atlas to ſupport our ſinking State; 
The Man of Witlom who beheld from far 
A Glezm of Light, thot from an Eaſtern Star. 
See how the Britains in laſcivious Reigns, 
Tempted in vain, to truckle under Chains: 
Her nobleſt Sons by Inuendo's dye, 
For dear defending gaſping Liberty. 
View Nuſſel, Sidney, yield their noble Breaths, 
And Heli and Rome rejoycing at their Deaths. 
The gath'r-ng Clouds oi ſwiit Deſtruction ſpread, 
And wounded Britain hung dejected i ead: 
Fer Prelates gaze on their approaching Doom, 
Beizeld their Princes humbly vail to Rome: 


Their 
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| Their Non- reſiſtance for a while lay be, 

| And gravely talk for Law and Liberty. 
As when the bold Apoſtle was conſm d, 

And for a bloody Sacrince deſign'd, 

1 TY Almighty Hand gave him a gracious Greet, - 

And made his Chains fall off his facred Feet; 

The Royal Wretch who Murder did intend, 

| Moſt juſtly came to ignominious End. 
So dear Britannia lay in woful Plight, 

Scarce faw a chearing Beam of welcome Light: 

| Legions of Locuſts croak'd about like Frogs, 

| Theſe came from Jer Streams, and choſe from 

[ Bogs ; 

Ja horrid Shapes, and e kon as the Sand, | 

ſooty Vermin darken'd all the Land; 

| Death and Defrattion gan to hover near, 

When lo! a mighty Saviour did appear. 

| The facred Fiat poke, and I iuiam came, 

And Traytors trembled at his very Name: 

His glorious Beams made all the Vermin run, 

As Fogs diſperie at the approaching Sun. 

Tae gladded Crouds to their Deliv'rer ran, 

With graceful Homage met the mighty Man. 

From this bright Scene a Holt oi Heroes roſe, 

Who with uncommon Courage tac'd their Foes. 
Of thele great Hallifax, of noble Soul, 

Shall help to till the vaſt extended Roll. 

| Like him immortal Carts ſhall juitly ſtand, 

A perfect Hero in his native Land; 

| By Blood and Wounds he purchas d etch R 

And like a Salamander liv'a in Flame: 


Proud 
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Proud to affert his dear Britantiis's Right, 
Expir'd, becauſe he had not Leave to fight. 
Nor muſt our Ver omit the bre Ci, 
Wich daring ConrtSerp, Wotthies in the Ille; 
A Peerie6 Pair, why bravely marched on, 
When Storms of Bullets almoſt hid the Sun; 


Prefs'd en with Eg Courage withour Seay, 


And met the King of Terrors half the Way. 
Talnaſb and Bemboni born for CMyplry, 

That amd at Land, and This tenown'd at Sen: 
No Men with ytcater Cdutatze were endu'd, 
Or Brians Int'reft fairhfuller purſu d. 
Mearib rough and Orkney, Rowe and Fg, 
CompelF4 the Galt Legions firſt to flee. 
Palns and brave Mund, bold Petherfone and Whine, 
Inſtruſted forcign Nations how to fight. 
In mighty Feats of Valour did exceed. 
Mardant ard Grey in glorieus Annals ſtand, 


That with his ſhattered Arm, This wich his ſingle 
Hand. 


We can't but name courageous Killigrew, 
As brave a Blade as ever Weapon drew; 


True Britiſh Valour clearly he evinc'd, | 
When thirteen times he met the icy Prince; 
Scorn d to farvive Am s fatal Day, 
He went to tell the Dead how Cowards ran away. 
Stanhope, a Hero, doubly gain'd Renown, 

Once by the Sword, and alfo bythe Gown. 
Cobham at Laie, led on thro' Smoke and Flame, 
And Heb at Winendale immortaliz d his Name. 


From 


| 
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From Mars and Bloodſhed let's awhile retire, 
And view Apollo's Sons, whoſe ſprightly Fire, 
In lively Characters ſecure their Fames, 
Leaving a laſting Luſtre on their Names: 
Souls too ſublime to grove] on the Ground, 
But like to Pbebas range the Azure round; 
Plow thoſe vaſt Realms with an exalted Mind, 
| And leave delightful Legacies behind. © 
Muſe, name ſome Exgliſb Poets of Renown, 
| Who merited, or wore the LaureFd Crown. 
Milton, immortal Milten firſt ſhall ſtand, 

A laſting Glory to his native Land: 
In mighty Volumes view the Hero ſhine, 
A perfe&t Maſter of the tuneful Nine: 
Renowned Champions dy'd before his Pen, 
| The Quinteſſence of Nature, and of Mien. 
What, tho” his lucid Orbs were wholly blind; 

let Rays divine ſo ird his {pacious Mind, 
| That through the Chalms of Chaos he could creep, 
And ſearch the Mazes of the formleis Deep; 
Beheld the dark 4%, that dreadful Place, 

The horrid Empire of the hellith Race; 

Jaw the dire Seeds of Sorrow, Sin, and Pain, 

Which firſt infected the Seraphick Train: 
| Then with extended Wing would boldly foar, 

| A Pitch fo high, as no Man went before. 
| Waller, the firſt Refiner of our Tongue, 
| Of dear eee hes fong 5. 
| I charming Numbers chants, to ioft, ſo fine, 
| Tac Mules dance to every moving Le. 
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Marvel by juſt Succeſſion did ſucceed, 
And was in fact a Poet born and bred; 
Miſton in him was happily reviv'd, / 
Was Prophet, Poet, as the Plalmift dy'd. 
© Great Quarles in his Remains doth trebly thine, 
| 4 


P. iloſopher, a Poet, and Divine; 
Furniih'd with Virtue, Eloquence, and Wir, 
Beyond the babbling of the modern Pit; [ 
And highly thus with ſuch a noble Boon, | 
Like chaĩceſt Fruit he rip ned but too ſoon. | 
Dryden, the Darling of a vicious Age, — 
With wonderful Applauſe adorn'd the Stage; | 
Learned and Lewd, had Wit and Wickedneſs, 
Could varniſh Vice with an inviting Drefs ; 
Enjoy'd his Country's Favour, City's Praiſe, 
And ſpite of Rivals, juſtly wore the Bays. 
Brave Addiſon in Roſamond does ſhine, 
Her blazing Beauty burnith every Line; | | | 
His Country and his Virtue were his Scnz, EY 
For thele united prove no Thought was wrong; | 
Eis Cato with his Conſcience could compare, E 
For what a Conlcience truly ment ion d there. 
( 
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Rorve brightens Lacan in his choice Remains, 
By finging Wonders on Pharſalig's Plains. | 
Foe all the Chains of Tyranny has broke, 
And Non-refiftance vanquith'd at a Stroke. | 
Garth, not by Dint of weapons, but BF Brains, 
Severely laſh'd the E/culapeaz Trains. 
But where's a Fard in this degen'rate Age, 
Filld with a holy and a — Rage, 0 F 
Who Curf} againſt a Flood of Vice engage; - WM 
Wi 
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Stream, 
| And make his Maker's Glory be his Theme, 
A great Phyſician, Poet, and Divine: 
Blackmore, a modern Glory in the Nation, 
Tao dead, he lives in his renown'd Creation: 
The Stile is moving, manly, and ſublime, - 
A Spur to Virtue, and a Check to Crime. 
View the brave Bard endeavouring to attone 
For all thoſe Ils which luicious Creech has done; 
Brings all his Doctrine unto Reaſon's Teſt, 
| And of his fooliſh Syſtem makes a Jeſt; 
| Shews his PhiloG-phy both wild and vain, 
And turns his Worlds to Atoms once again : 
Jo dirty Dagos loft his God-ſhip quite, 
As foon as facred Ark approach'd in Sight: 
| Wonder of Wonders, fure where ſhall we find, 
In feeble Cask, fuch a Gigantick Mind : 
Some ſacred Beam muſt Seeds of Life convey, 
Revive the old, or, keep it from Decay: 
80 Phebus, e er he takes his Weſtern Bed, 
| The forked Glories gild his radiant Head; 
{ Soonas he's launching from th' Heſperian Shore, 
Hie looks much greater than he did before. 
Harriot and Harvey ſcarcely had their Peer; 
So Holyoak's renowned for his Sphere. 
Thurke and Cemper, fam'd for deep Deſigns, 
| As Tilletfon and User for Divines. 
Flamfied and Halley, by their prying Eyes, 
Could view vaſt Diftrifts in the vaulted Skies. 
With 


5 ( 


Weh Wed get Newton,” and immortal 
Un bright Remains, thall boch adorn the Ille: 
By Induftry they rined Nature's Store, 
Leaving the Rubbiſh, ſeit d the choictſt Oar : 
Heap d Funds of Knowledge with unwearied bun, 
And leſt the rifing Ages all the Gains. 
The deep Arena of Philoſophy : 

more too num' rous here to tame, 
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